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Career Change - Quintuplets

by Fingers, copyright 11/5/97

(I suppose this is a porno story.  It was supposed to be a porno
story, but there is a lot about it that you don't often find in porno:
love, marriage, concern, and fidelity.  However, it DOES have non-stop
sexual appetites, so I guess I kept the best part.  Enjoy...

If you like this story and want to share a pregnant fantasy, a photo,
or an impossible brag, my E-mail address is "jfingers@hotmail.com")



A man has to choose his mate very carefully when pregnancy is his
special sexual thrill.  Every man wants his wife to be attractive when
he marries her.  That part is easy.  The tough part is to find a woman
who is attractive when she is knocked up; that special blend of size
and shape and sexual enthusiasm.  And she has to want to be pregnant
more than just once or twice.  That was Rob's dilemma.  He had been
turned on by pregnancy his whole life.  And women can't (or won't)
give you any information.  To do it really right, he knew, she has to
have the right build and the desire.  So he made a long study of
pregnant women. 

He always knew when a woman was pregnant long before she announced it;
sometimes he knew before she did.  The signs were second nature to him
by now.  If she was always fighting nausea, but didn't have any other
particular illness - morning sickness.  Then her breasts would swell. 
The swollen breasts always clinched it for him.  Soon her skin began
to glow and her figure filled out.  He tried to learn to predict the
difference between women who would fill out and women who just got
fat.  And finally her belly swelled.  Just a little bit at first, then
bigger and bigger and bigger.  Rob always envied the husbands and
boyfriends at this point.  They got to hold their women's ripe, full
breasts in their hands and nuzzle their bulging bellies.  They got to
make love with their women and enjoy how large they were growing. 
They got to cum into their women's pregnant bellies night after night. 
It was almost more than he could stand. 

Finding a woman with the desire for pregnancy was even tougher. All of
them wanted children, but most seemed indifferent or even apprehensive
about the pregnancy itself.  None would admit to wanting to be
pregnant for the love of pregnancy.

So he kept searching.  Everybody wants something in their mate. 
Nobody thinks it is unusual for a man who likes big breasts to marry a
woman with big breasts.  Everyone thinks it is natural for a woman who
likes musicians to marry a musician.  You search for what you want in
this world, and Rob only wanted to search once.  It is a good thing. 
But sometimes Rob thought he could never find the woman for him.

He often noticed this pretty woman in the cafeteria during his last
year of evening study at the university.  She had hair spun from
burnished copper.  Sometimes she had a man with her, but usually not. 
She was what folks call  petite', meaning short and slim.  Not too
slim, though.  She had strong shapely legs, full hips, and you could
bounce a quarter off her firm bottom.  A very pleasing handful of
woman.  He asked one of his buddies about her.  "She's available," he
said, "Go ahead and ask her out, if you want, but be careful.  She
wants a lot more than most guys are willing to give."  He refused to
give any details.  Intriguing...  His buddy introduced them, he asked
her out to dinner on Saturday, and she accepted.

Karen was a knock-out in green spandex that evening.  She didn't need
the little bit of lipstick and eye makeup she wore; her clear green
eyes and full red lips needed no improvement.  Her low neckline
beckoned him and her perfume rewarded his interest.  Uh-oh, I think
I'm in trouble now, he thought.  They captivated each other all
evening long.  She was about to finish her studies to be a registered
nurse; he was just completing his engineering degree.  They talked
about anything, everything, and nothing all evening; any subject was
as interesting as any other.  His only distraction came in the
restaurant's foyer where he bumped into a pregnant woman.  In the few
moments while he apologized, he automatically made his quick mental
appraisal.  Oops, had Karen noticed?  No, apparently not; she just
smiled at him.  He was hooked.

He hadn't expected it, but she invited him in when he took her home. 
One thing led to another and soon they were in each others' arms and
preparing for bed.  She stroked his cock while he ran his hand gently
up and down the length of her slim figure.  From tawny red hair, to
firm breasts, to flat stomach, to tawny red hair, and back up again. 
She broke off their kiss to gaze into his eyes.  "Rob, there's
something I want to ask you," she panted,  "I'm not using any birth
control.  If you make me pregnant tonight, will you still think I'm
sexy when I've got a big belly?  The women in my family all get really
big when we get pregnant."

"Ohh-h-h, you said the magic word.  Believe me, Karen, you are sexy
now and you will be even more sexy pregnant.  But what an unusual
question...  Why do you ask?"

"It's important to me," She placed his hand on her belly below her
navel and trembled as Rob slowly reached down to stroke her wet pussy. 
"I'm very sexual, and being pregnant is the most sexual thing a woman
can do. I know I'm going to grow big with my children.  I plan to
enjoy it.  I just want someone who will enjoy it with me.  That isn't
too much to ask, is it?"

"No, no, no...  Not at all.  It's perfect, in fact.  You knew I'd say
that, didn't you?"

"I was hoping.  I loved the look you gave that preggie in the
restaurant.  That was the way I want my man to look at me, too, but"
she breathed hotly in his ear, "I bet I'll get MUCH bigger than she
was."

"I don't know...  You've got such a compact figure.  Do you think you
have the frame to get that big."

"You have no idea, tiger.  Feel these hips and use your imagination. 
I know from hips.  I'm gonna pop big time!  It's in my family, believe
me.  I'm going to get plenty pregnant."

"I'd lust after you all the way through no matter how big you got. 
Say, do you talk to other guys like this?  What do they say?"

"I ask every man who wants to take me to bed.  It tells me if they're
my kind of man.  And usually," she giggled, "they say nothing. 
They're stumbling out the door with their clothes in their arms before
the conversation gets this far."

"And how am I doing?"

"You are making me hot and excited. You have already charmed me into
bed tomorrow night, too.  And, uh, I also think you're about to shoot
cum all over the place."

"I think you're right.  You like this better?"

"Much better, but wait a minute, okay?  I want you inside me when you
cum."

"We'd better hurry or you'll be disappointed."

She wasn't disappointed that night, or any other night. They were
married two months later.

They loved each other passionately, but when they were first married,
they had a young couple's usual problem - they were broke.  They had
to get started in their careers, and they had to pay off their school
loans, and they had to make a down payment on a house, and so on.  All
through this time each of them had secretly prayed for an  accident'. 
She would tell him it was a safe time of the month when it was really
a day (or four) beyond safe.  He would  forget' to use a condom. They
always made love much more hungrily on these occasions.  His cock
swelled harder, its shiny purple head eager for the chance to seed
her.  Her pussy juiced slippery and hot to welcome him in, then closed
up tight to milk him of every drop he had.  Often they would stay
locked together after their orgasm.  Sometimes she would coax him into
emptying another load into her, but mostly they didn't want to let any
leak out.  They let all his seed soak into her belly as deeply as it
would go.  They didn't tempt fate at all, they just plain hung out the
welcome sign and invited fate in.  But so far up to then, fate had
declined the invitation.

That was three years ago.  They had hoped for an accidental pregnancy
for a year or so while they got their lives in order.  Then the
accident that had eluded them so long finally caught up with them and
made up for lost time.

Karen was working in the Abbott Clinic for Reproductive Medicine as a
courier.  Once each month, she carried donor eggs in her womb
overnight while the doctors prepared the patients for implantation. 
Rob was scheduled to be gone then, but an unexpected change in his
plans caused them to be locked in together until morning.  After a
night of passionate lovemaking, he had made her pregnant with hundreds
of babies.  She absolutely refused an abortion, so the clinic
stabilized her pregnancy and arranged for her to bear the children in
small, manageable groups over time.  They found themselves in a new
and unique career.

Surrogate parent fees were calculated based on one child per year, but
she delivered multiples every six months.  Their income was very
generous.  The money was nice, of course, but the special thrill came
from living the "impossible" fantasy they had shared together for so
long.  She was ALWAYS pregnant with him.  Her fertile belly was
swollen big practically all the time.  Every pregnancy was different,
and they could both enjoy them as much as they wanted.  After the
first three pregnancies, she could deliver with no injury and very
little pain.  Medical treatment kept her tissues resilient and quick
to recover; diet and exercise kept her strong; Rob coached her in her
routines.

They had a day to themselves today.  They had been to the clinic
yesterday, so all their medical routines were up to date.  The
paperwork for the quintuplets was complete for the scheduled birth
next week.  They had done their shopping and household chores.  Well,
Rob had really done most of the work since Karen was much too pregnant
to be of much help.  That was okay with him, though.

"Want to get some fresh air before your exercise routine, Karen?"

"Maybe we could exercise in the bedroom again today, hmmm?  Let me
show you again how I ride your  bologna pony'!"

"Oh, yeah...  " Then he shook his head.  "No, not now, you oversexed
wench!  We have been cooped up all week.  Let's go outside now.  We'll
exercise any way you want to later."

"Hmph!  And you call ME oversexed!  Okay, how about a short walk?  Is
it cold out?  I want to change first.  Want to help?"

"Try and stop me," he grinned.

She waddled into the bedroom and searched her hangers for something
big enough to wear to the park.  She finally selected an light
cardigan sweater and began unbuttoning her blouse.  Rob watched from
the doorway.  She opened the first and second button to reveal her
deep, warm cleavage.  She shook her full breasts at Rob and smiled. 
The third and fourth buttons revealed the top of her belly.  But then
she was stuck.  The rest of her buttons marched out of sight down the
front of her great bulging middle, and, try as she might, she just
couldn't reach that far any more.

She had been this way for weeks.  With her hands behind her back, she
rocked her tummy back and forth at Rob.  She gave him her best wide-
eyed pout, "Oh, Rob, would you help your great big pregnant wife get
dressed, please?  I just keep getting bigger and bigger every day... 
See?"  She tried to touch her hands across her belly again.  Nope, her
hands were nowhere close.  "How about a little help, lover?"

Mmm-m-m, he loved when she teased him!  His heart pounded.  "Sure,
honey," he smiled warmly, "anything you say."  He stepped over to her
and opened the last of her buttons.  He knew that if she reached for
him now that they would never go on that walk.  He helped her out of
her blouse and into her sweater.  It took a minute to button her up. 
There were a lot of buttons and they didn't want to close anymore. 
Store-bought clothes were a problem for her.

Her back was to him when he stepped back to admire her.  Her long,
slim arms tapered to her soft hands as she adjusted her sweater and
patted her hair into place.  Her tight pants hugged the full hips and
firm buns that had always turned him on so much.  Seen from behind,
she was trim, strong, and beautiful.  Seen from behind, she appeared
to be carrying a beanbag chair or some other load too awkward for such
a small woman.  She bent backwards, straining.  But when she turned,
the only load she was carrying was herself.  She was a woman
struggling not to be overwhelmed by pregnancy.  Her belly began to
rise about a month after she had last birthed her babies.  Six weeks
after that, she looked full term.  By the end of the third month,
pregnancy took over every inch of her abdomen.  At that point, her
uterus settled down comfortably into her generous hips and grew
straight out in front of her ever since.  More and more, day after day
after day, her vast, swollen middle grew.  Very immense, very heavy,
very round, just the way they liked it. Her dainty breasts ballooned
up to a pair of high-riding milkers straddling her belly and adding to
the impossible load.  Her belly swayed with every step; her huge tits
rippled and bounced with every movement.  She leaned way back to keep
her balance, and her swollen belly hung far out in front of her.  She
looked like she would fall over forward any second.  Constant strength
training was the only reason she could still walk.  

The sweater pulled hard to wrap around her.  Without an inch of slack
anywhere, it showed off all of her extravagant figure. Her leaned-back
balancing posture left her belly thrust up and out for the whole world
to see.  Her clothing couldn't cover her anymore in these last few
days of quintuplets.  The gap left a wide pink stripe of pregnant
belly-flesh across her middle.  Her buttons strained hard but still
closed for now.  There would be no guarantees tomorrow.

She was simply beautiful.  Rob and Karen were thrilled with the way
she grew.  But they had to hurry and enjoy it while they could.  She
tried to delay it, but she knew she would birth again soon, and they
would have to start all over again.  As much as possible, they spent
more time out of their clothes than in them, and they couldn't have
been happier.

"Honey, I can hardly believe it!  That is the biggest sweater I could
find anywhere in a month of shopping, and you're ready to bust out of
it!"

"I'm sure I will bust out of it.  You know how fast the babies grow in
the last week or so.  Is something wrong, Rob?  Why the long face? 
Have I finally gotten too pregnant for you?  Geez, I hope not!  I get
so thrilled when I have my big belly that I sometimes worry that I'll
just get TOO big one day and you won't be interested in me any more. 
I always told you I'd be a champion preggo for you, but I NEVER
expected THIS!  Have I gotten too big?"

He stretched an arm around behind her and pulled her close to him.  He
gently caressed her heavy breasts and explored her tummy.  He smoothed
her hair.  Then he turned her face upward and kissed her hard on the
lips.  She melted into his arms and they clung to each other for a
long minute feeling their passion simmer.  

"Darling, didn't you always tell me you'd be enormous when you're
pregnant?  I didn't believe you, but you kept telling me, and finally
you PROMISED me how sexy pregnant you would get.  You were right!  You
are everything I ever desired in a woman and more.  What were your
measurements yesterday?  41-99-33?  The bigger, the better!  I just
worry that you'll hurt yourself in your desire to please me."

"Rob, you and I and the clinic are taking VERY good care of me, so
don't you worry.  And don't forget, I am pleasing both of us.  Aw,
honey, won't you take me to bed right now?  God, you've made me so
PREGNANT and I get so HORNY.  Right now, all I think about is your hot
dick inside me pumping me full of cum.  What are you worried about,
anyway?" She smiled seductively and rubbed her belly against him, "You
think you're gonna make me any more pregnant than I already am?"  

"M-m-m-m, you are one horny bitch.  But listen, this is your coach
talking: fresh air first, then your exercises, then I will fuck you so
full of semen, I hope you DO get more pregnant."

She sat down on the edge of the bed and stared at the growing bulge in
his jeans, watching it grow thicker and longer.  She knew what they
really wanted today.  She peeled off the tight sweater and unhooked
her nursing bra.  Her huge tits settled atop of her belly, happy to be
released from their confinement.  They swelled a little fuller and
jutted out of her chest, thick nipples pointing at Rob.

"Well, I hope I get more pregnant, too.  You want to come make me more
pregnant, stud?"  She ran her hands over her breasts, then shook them
slightly to make them wobble.  She panted heavily.  Her hands softly
explored as much of her belly as she could reach while she pleaded
with him, "I've gotten so pregnant from you that I can't even touch
myself any more.  I need you to touch me.  So please come touch me,
okay?  You think you could get me any more pregnant today, honey? 
Let's try right now!  I'll always have room for more of YOU inside me,
darling.  Here, look,"  She pulled her knees up and spread her legs
wide.  Her round belly squeezed forward between her thighs.  A dark
wet spot appeared between her legs.  "I know how hot you get for me
when I'm so big.  Well, I need you, too!  Just peel off my pants and
I'm yours for the taking.  Slide your cock deep inside me and cum. 
Cum gallons into me and fill my pregnant belly some more.  Maybe you
WILL make me bigger.  Oh, I WANT you inside me so bad!"

He released his belt and quickly opened the buttons of his fly.  There
was no more room for his cock to grow in these jeans and it hurt!  His
long cock sprang out and inflated to its full length in a heartbeat. 
He couldn't listen to her talk like that and keep his clothes on.  He
reached under her bottom and pulled off her pants.  They peeled
smoothly off her belly and stripped off her legs in a single motion. 
She wriggled her hips to release some slick pussy juice.  Her tits had
fallen back away from her belly and pointed at the ceiling like
luscious Jell-O molds.  Her belly rose tall and squeezed forward
between her spread thighs, crowned by her popped-out belly button. 
With his finger, her traced the dark line running from her navel down
to her shaved pussy.  She moaned at his touch and more slick fluid
dribbled from her.  She was an eager mountain of horny woman-flesh
begging him to take her, swollen huge with his children and aching for
more.

He walked around the side of the bed.  Her face was flushed and breath
came in small gasps.  Her eyes locked on his erection.  She released
her ankles and reached out for it.  Both hands closed around it and
still left plenty for her to suck on.  She licked the purple head and
teased the underside with her tongue.  His eyes closed while she
worked on his dick.  It was too big for her to take it all in her
mouth, so she sucked and teased and stroked it and caressed his aching
balls.  She felt it grow and throb in her mouth and hands.  She felt
the pressure of his semen building in his balls, but she knew his
limits well.  She wasn't going to get him off yet, just make sure his
balls built up a full charge for her to milk out of him later.  She
released him with a final wet kiss when she felt he was ready to
faint.

"How about it, stud," she purred, "Think you're ready for me yet?"

"No, not yet."  Now it was his turn.  He cupped his hands around her
firm, milk-filled breasts and gently squeezed them together.  He
applied his lips first to one nipple, then the other.  He licked and
nuzzled and licked and nuzzled.  He was lost in her breasts, died and
gone to heaven.  Soon his lips and tongue found their way deep between
them and under them and finally back up to the hard, pointed nipples
again.  His warm lips locked onto one of her thumb sized nipples and
he began to suckle.  She pulled his head down hard into her ripe, full
breasts and urged him to nurse harder.  A stream of milk filled his
mouth as she cried softly with pleasure.  He drank from each breast. 
Not enough to empty her, but enough to stimulate her.  Her breasts
quickly replaced the milk he had drunk and added much more.  Her
breasts had been full and firm before, now they were hard and hot and
swollen and leaking.  He took some of the warm liquid and rubbed it
between her breast and her swollen belly and slipped his rigid penis
into the warm fold.  

She slowly opened her eyes while he was humping her.  "Oh, don't you
dare cum there," she whispered hoarsely, "I need to feel your dick
spread my pussy.  That's where I need you.  Cum in my pussy."

He reluctantly withdrew and circled to the other side of the bed and
knelt before her pussy.  She spread wide.  She was hot and wet and
eager for him, so he buried his face in her cunt and trilled her fat
clitoris with the tip of his tongue.  She drenched him with her hot
slickness and her lips grasped at his chin.  His hands explored and
massaged her belly while her legs closed convulsively around his head. 
Her moans quickly became cries as orgasm after orgasm washed over her
huge body in waves.  Her womb contracted and the quints kicked in
protest, but she was past caring.  She was engulfed in white heat and
fireworks.

He rose to his feet and rubbed her hard belly with his dick.  Long
threads of sticky pre-cum dripped from his over-stimulated cock.  He
knew his desire for his huge-bellied wife would soon get the better of
him.

"Now I think I'm ready," he crooned to her softly, "to give my
beautiful, pregnant wife the kind of loving she really needs."

"Oh, honey, I need you so much.  Fuck deep inside me and give me all
you've got. I'm so heavy and pregnant with all your babies, I can
hardly stand up any more.  But I don't care!  I NEED you now!  Fill me
again!  Look how big you've made me already.  Don't you want to find
out how pregnant I can get? Come on, honey, give me some more!  You
know you want to."

He wrapped his hands under her hips and positioned his steaming cock
before her.  He rested against her titanic belly for a moment, then
pressed all the way into her with one long, wet thrust.  She cried out
in ecstasy and her hot, happy pussy opened wide to receive him.  The
whole hard length of him slid deep inside her huge belly, caressed by
her buttery-soft vagina.  As his hips slid home against hers, her lips
contracted around the base of his cock and the grip tightened up the
length of his shaft.  Her powerful muscles pulled him in farther as
her grip worked its way up his cock.  By the time she clamped onto his
inflated knob, he knew she had him!  He wasn't going anywhere, so he
pulled her close to him, kissed the pregnant belly he loved so much,
and fucked her as deep inside as his long dick would go.

Karen felt wonderful.  She had waited for this all day, watching him
hungrily while he worked, tightly focused on his lean, sexy body, and
delighting in the knowledge that he was hers for the taking.  He
wanted her more as her belly grew, and her desire kept pace with his. 
As long as he would love her and desire her and make love with her
like this, she wanted to see how big she could get.  She wanted them
to spend the rest of their lives fucking their brains out with his
babies in her belly.

Now he was inside her again.  Her tits were gigantic now, swollen
hard, full of milk from his kisses, bouncing heavily as he hammered
into her.  Her huge belly settled heavily around her pretty frame and
pressed her into the bed.  She was pinned under it and pulled Rob in
with her strong legs, urging him to load her up some more.  She hugged
her belly to herself and treasured every inch she grew, thrilled to
take all the pleasure she could from Rob and then give it all back to
him again.  She felt every inch, every vein of him as she squeezed and
milked his cock with her pussy.  He was rock-hard.  There was no hint
of flex in his cock at all and he was giving it all to her, drilling
roughly into her.  She felt his knob moving in and out, bumping her
sexual center, and pushing her higher with each stroke.  She knew she
was in her bed with her legs wrapped around her husband, pulling him
into her enormous belly and breasts, and crying out in passion.  But
she was also floating weightless in space, dreamily enjoying the
attention of this long hard lover inside her, murmuring love and
encouragement while waiting for her white-hot pleasure center to break
open and flood her with ecstasy again.  Bump, bump, bump... (a little
more)... bump, bump, bump... (closer, closer)... bump, bump, bump...
(almost there)... bump, bump, bump... (THAT'S IT!!  OH MY GOD!!!).

His cock ached in sharp, beautiful agony.  Every time he pushed into
her, her warm, rippling muscles promised him relief, but instead made
him ache more deep in his balls and up the length of his cock.  Her
warm juices flowed around him and her muscular pussy enticed and
tortured him.  Next time, it said, slide in again, once more and you
can cum, once more, again, again...  Aching agony.  Then her orgasm
broke.  Her cries grew louder.  She had a hard contraction, her uterus
gathering itself up into a huge, hard ball under him.  Her legs
tightened and pulled him against her belly, and her vagina clenched on
him one last time.  He pressed into her as far as he could.  A huge
bolt of cum spilled from his balls, launched itself up his cock and
exploded hot into her pregnant, contracting belly.  Another wet,
sticky blast followed it... and another and another and another... he
came like a firehose... and another and another and another... his
sperm filled her pregnant belly... and more and more and more... her
thirsty pussy greedily drank it all... and another and another...she
took everything he had... more and more... the ache was leaving his
balls... and one more long gush and it was over.  Ohhh-h-h-h-h........

He lifted himself off her shakily and helped her up on the bed, pulled
a blanket over them, and snuggled in behind her.  He stroked her tummy
as the contraction slowly eased.  He nuzzled her neck and she wriggled
back into him.  They whispered.  They kissed.  They slept.

It was late afternoon when she awoke.  She tried to sit up, but she
was still limp from their lovemaking.  She was still dripping semen. 
Oh, Rob, she thought, you sure filled me up, alright.  She smiled as
she felt the warm stickiness between her legs, a reminder of him.  He
poked his head into the room and smiled.  

"Awake?  Good.  Looks like we missed our chance for a walk.  Supper is
almost ready.  You hungry?"

"Yes.  Starving, in fact.  Just a minute.  Oh, Rob, you were so
wonderful.  Help me up..."

"We aim to please.  Here..."  He helped her up sit up, slipped her
legs into a pair of panties, and put her feet on the floor.  She stood
up and he pulled them up over her bottom and under her belly. 

"Boy, even my panties are getting tight now.  Mmmm, I've got myself a
nice belly here, if I do say so myself.  You really knocked me up
good, didn't you, you handsome stud.  I just KNEW you would."

"You're beautiful, Karen.  AND you have a world-class belly!  So much
better than I ever dared dream.  Let me look at you."  She folded her
hands behind her back and posed for him, rocked back on her heels with
her thick red hair tumbled around her shoulders, her rotund belly just
hanging away from her so carefully balanced.  She was carrying low. 
Real low.  The clinic had done a good job keeping her skin firm and
tight, but maybe this time her belly would finally sag.  Not her tits,
though.  Those massive milkers fairly floated on her chest, perky and
light as a teenage girl's except twenty times bigger and with dark,
thick nipples. 

"Beautiful, just beautiful.  I can't look at you without wanting you
again," he murmured and tossed her her bra.

"All for you, honey, anytime you want.  Oh, my bra is getting tight,
too.  Hey, let's eat!  I'm dying here!  I don't know why I am so
hungry.  We've eaten well today, haven't we?  Am I getting fat or
something?"

"Not fat-fat.  Very pregnant-fat.  In fact, you look like you have
lost weight in your arms and legs, but your tits are definitely
larger.  I don't know why I didn't notice this morning..."

"I know why my tits are so big," she giggled, "You kissed and sucked
them so much, my tits got over-stimulated.  They were full and puffed
up and leaky.  They're not leaking anymore, but they are still really
full.  I wonder when they will go down?  But let's please have some
dinner now!  Do you mind if I just wear my undies?  I'll exercise some
after dinner, and I don't want to change twice.  And I am hungry NOW!"

She ate absolutely everything he had cooked, hers and his!  Rob fixed
another meal, and she ate that, too!  And snacked on anything she
could find in the kitchen!  Fruit, cheese, milk, vegetables, peanut
butter sandwiches, eggs, bacon, potatoes...  She had never done that
before.  Finally, she sat back in her chair.

"Whew, I feel much better now!  I wonder what THAT was all about? 
Well, I'll be ready to exercise in a minute."

"I don't know, Karen...  You look a lot better, but don't you want to
rest for a while?  You just had a hell of a meal."

"No, I'm okay.  I'll stop if I need to."

They went into the exercise room and finished a light workout.  She
was tired when they finished, and sat next to the hot tub.

"I'm ready for bed!" she said, huffing and puffing.

"Okay, measurements first, then bed.  Let's see," he consulted the
instruments, "Body fat... same as yesterday."

"THAT'S a relief!"

"Weight... up thirty-one pounds.  Thirty-one pounds?  Must be a
mistake..."

"I'm sure it was the big meal...  Get the tape measure."

"Breasts... 43, waist... 105, hips... 34.  This just can't be!"

"I'm not so sure..."

"What do you mean,  not so sure'?  You can't put on inches and pounds
all over your body with no change in body fat!  How could that
possibly happen?"

"It would happen that way if I'd gotten more pregnant.  That's what we
tried to do all afternoon, isn't it?  Make me more pregnant?  Maybe it
happened.  You REALLY pumped me full of cum, you know.  I'm still
dripping."

"It can't be!  It just doesn't work like that!  You know that!"

"I do know that.  But I can't explain it, can you?  I didn't think so. 
Let's go to bed.  We'll take fresh measurements in the morning, and if
the results are out of whack, we'll call the clinic.  Here, help me
up.  Geez, I can hardly move."

Karen waddled heavily to the bedroom mirror.  She gaped and pointed. 
"Rob, look!"

Her bra strap cut deeply into the flesh across her back.  Her breasts
were straining it to the breaking point.  They were flooding out the
top of her bra and even bulged out the bottom, but mostly her breasts
had thrust straight forward forcing the big nursing cups straight off
her chest.

"Get this thing off me!"

Rob seized a pair of sewing shears and carefully cut the thick strap
across her back.  It parted with a loud snap.  Her breasts shrugged
away this now-inadequate garment and it fell to the floor unnoticed. 
They looked at the full-length mirror dumbfounded.  Her breasts still
sat high and perky on her belly, but now much larger and much fuller,
bouncing and shifting heavily with her movements.  More amazing, her
belly expanded as they watched.  It pushed way out in front of her. 
As they watched, her skin stretched a little bit more as it settled
lower and fuller in front of her.  They stood speechless watching the
new swelling relax down and force her to reset her balance.  Rob's
first remark made no sense:

"We need a bigger mirror..."

"Tape measure...  Get the tape measure."

"Breasts - 48, waist - 119, hips - 34.  And none of it is fat.  How do
you feel?"

"Fine, but I need to get off my feet.  I don't know if I'll be able to
walk with my belly like this.  I'm not used to getting this pregnant
so quickly!  But other than that I feel fine."

"Nobody is used to it.  Here, let me help you down."

She tried to sit on the edge of the bed, but when Rob let go her hand,
she flopped onto her back.  Her belly wouldn't let her bend at the
waist any more.  With some effort, she got comfortable in their bed,
and he snuggled close to her.

"What do you suppose happened?" Rob mused.

"I wanted to get a lot more pregnant, and I guess I did," she smiled.

"Yes, but why. Was it sexual activity or all the sperm?"

"I don't know.  You wanted to make me lots more pregnant, and you
did," she chuckled.

"A coincidence?  The quints on a growth spurt?"

"Can't explain.  Anyway, it was you doing all the spurting," now she
even laughed a little.

"You're taking this very calmly."

"Yep, I feel very good right now.  Besides, I really don't know why it
happened.  We'll ask the clinic.  But I do know one thing..."

"What's that?"

"We really wanted it to happen."

"Yeah, I guess we did.  I sure did.  But there must be a medical
explanation," he stroked her hair and his hand wandered over her.  He
weighed her heavy breasts in his hands.

She located his cock under the covers and was pleased to find it hard.

"I tell you what," Karen said, "We have about twelve hours to conduct
our own medical research before the clinic opens tomorrow.  Let's not
waste this opportunity we have made for ourselves.  You may begin by
kissing my tits and belly.  It's going to be a really big job.  I'll
get busy on this handsome cock.  We'll see how much more cum you can
produce in twelve hours."



